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Havoc on Ilios from gate to gate, And for her towers abasement to the dust ? Behold, O King, lust shall be paid with lust, And treachery with treachery, and for blood Blood shall be shed.    Therefore let loose the
flood
Of our pent passion ; break her gates in, raze The walls of her, cumber her pleasant ways With dead men ; set on havoc, sate with spoil Men ravening ; get corn and wine and oil, Women to clasp in love, gold, silken things, Harness of flashing bronze, swords, meed of
kings,
Chariots and horses swifter than the wind Which, coursing Ida, leaves ruin behind Of snapt tall trees : not faster shall they fall Than Trojan spears once we are on the wall. So only shall ye close this agelong strife, Nor by redemption of a too fair wife, Now smiling, now averse, now hot, now cold, O Menelaus, may the tale be told! Nay, but by slaying of Achilles* slayer, By the betrayal of the bed-betrayer, By not withholding from the spoils of war Men freeborn, nor from them that beaten are Their rueful wages.    Ilios must fall."
He said, and sat, and heard the acclaim of
all,
Save of the sons of Atreus, who sat glum, One flusht, one white as parchment, and both
dumb ;